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to use for each letter sent the fourth letter later 
in the alphabet, his figures would have been 
quite different, and the letters they stood for 
would have read: 

W-i-r-h s-r-i q-e-r. 

S-e-n-d o-n-e m-a-n. 

So, after fifteen minutes of waiting, during 
which time the flag in Corporal Bromley’s hand 
made a great rustling and flapping in the wind, 
moving from side to side, Lieutenant Coleman 
got his glass on the other flag, ten miles away, 
and found it was waving 11-11-11-3 — “All 
right.” Corporal Bromley then sent back the 
same signal, and sat down on the bank to rest. 
What Lieutenant Coleman saw at that distance 
was a little patch of red dancing about on the 
object-glass of his telescope; he could not see 
even the man who waved it, or the trees be¬ 
hind him. Promptly at Bromley’s signal “ All 
right,” the little object came to a rest; and 
when it presently began again. Lieutenant Cole¬ 
man called off the letters, which Philip repeated 
as he entered them in the book. For an hour 
and a half the messages continued repeating 
all the mass of figures which had come over 
the line during the last three days. 

When the Mountain of the Nineteenth Red 
Pin had said its say as any parrot might have 
done, for it was absolutely ignorant of the 
meaning of the figures it received and passed 
on (for the reason that it had no officer with 


the cipher). Lieutenant Coleman took from his 
pocket a slip of paper on which he had al¬ 
ready arranged his return message to Chatta¬ 
nooga. When this had been despatched, the 
lieutenant took the note-book from Philip, and 
went away to his tent to cipher out the mean¬ 
ing of the still meaningless letters. 

They were sufficiently eager to get the latest 
news, for they knew that the army they had 
just left had been advancing its works and 
fighting daily since the 22d day of June for 
the possession of Kenesaw Mountain. The de¬ 
spatches were translated in the order in which 
they came, so that it was a good half-hour be¬ 
fore Lieutenant Coleman appeared with a radi¬ 
ant face to say that General Sherman had 
taken possession of Kenesaw Mountain on the 
day before. “And that is not all,” he cried, 
holding up his hand to restrain any premature 
outburst of enthusiasm. “ Listen to this! ‘ I'he 
“Alabama” was sunk by the United States 
steamer “ Kearsarge ” on the 19th day of June, 
three miles outside the harbor of Cherbourg, on 
the coast of France.’ ” 

Corporal Bromley was not a demonstrative 
man, yet the blood rushed to his face, and 
there was a glittering light in his eyes which 
told how deeply the news touched him; but 
Philip, on the contrary, was wild with delight, 
and danced and cheered and turned somer¬ 
saults on the grass. 
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A LETTER FROM DR. HOLMES. 


By Isabella Graham Murdoch. 


A CLASS of young girls sat one afternoon 
in a class-room of Elmira College, talking over 
the subject for their next composition. As the 
hour for their literature lesson drew near, one 
of them said that she wished “ there was some¬ 
thing new to write about.” 

The teacher smiled as she came in, for she 
had heard these last words, and she had a plan 


that promised something new. Before dismiss¬ 
ing the literature class the teacher said: 

“ Girls, instead of a composition next week, 
we will begin .to have ‘Afternoons with the 
Poets,’ taking first those who are alive, and then 
going back to those who came earlier. The 
girls may choose, in turn, some poet to write 
about, and bring in an essay about him. The 
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best essay will be read in class by the writer, 
and if the plan works well we shall all learn a 
great deal from it.’* 

The girls were enthusiastic over the new idea, 
and each had a poet to suggest; but, to begin 
with, the name of Oliver Wendell Holmes met 
with general favor. 

That afternoon the girl who had first proposed 
the name of Dr. Holmes went home determined 
to present the merits of her favorite writer and 
poet to the very best advantage in her essay. 
She did little but read his writings for the next 
few days, and then her thoughts traveled back¬ 
ward, and she pictured again, in memory, her 
first glimpse at the life and letters of the dear 
“ Autocrat.’* 

It was when she was a little girl and had 
gone with an older sister into the country for 
the summer. There was a professor from Yale 
College, with his family, boarding at the same 
house, and he always read aloud afrer breakfast 
to those of the party who cared to hear. This 
little girl was always one of his audience, and 
generally crawled under the piano, where she 
could listen, or could doze during the difficult 
parts of the wise professor*s reading. But when 
he brought out first “ The Poet at the Break¬ 
fast-Table,” and then “The Autocrat at the 
Breakfast-Table,** her attention never failed, and 
hers was always the voice that said, “ Please 
go on,** when the professor paused in reading 
from those famous books. 

All this came back to her mind that night, 
as she sat reading and writing by turns; and 
then a bright idea came to her — she would 
write to Dr. Oliver Wendell Holmes, and would 
ask him for an incident in his early life for 
her essay! 

How pleased the girls would be! She never 
doubted the great man would answer her letter; 
and he did. Here is his letter, and you will 
find a facsimile of it on the following pages: 

Boston, March 15th, 1880. 
My dear Miss Isabella, 

Here is one little incident of my life which I have 
never told in print. 

When I was a little boy I got upon a raft one day,— a 
few boards laid together,— which floated about in a pond 
— a very small pond, but rather bigger round than a 
dinner-table. It was big enough, anyhow, to drown a 
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little boy, and came pretty near doing it; for, while I 
was stooping over the edge of the raft, I slipped and 
went souse into the water. 

I remember a great sound in my ears—“guggle, 
guggle,*’ I said it was, when they asked me about it — 
and a desperate struggle — and a feeling that I was go¬ 
ing to be drowned, just as little Sam Childs had been; 
and then—all at once my whole past life seemed to flash 
before me as a train of cars going a thousand miles an 
hour, if such a speed were possible, would pass in one 
long crowded streak before the eyes of a person stand¬ 
ing by the railroad. 

I had never heard that this was a common experience 
with persons who are near drowning, but I have since 
heard of many cases where the same flash of their past 
lives has come before drowning people who have been 
rescued and have told about it. 

You may put this story in your essay, if yon like. 

I get a great many letters from young persons, and it 
takes a great deal of my time to answer them—so I 
think I am quite good-natured this evening to tell you 
all this — don’t you think so, dear Miss Isabella ? 

Very truly yours, 

OuvER Wendell Holmes. 

Then came the pleasure of showing the letter 
to her teacher and best fiiends, and later of 
surprising the assembled class with her essay. 
The girls at first refused to believe the story 
as told, but the teacher promptly assured them 
that Dr. Holmes’s letter was genuine. 

Some of his own words that were also quoted 
in the essay I think fitting to append here, for 
young folk would do well to bear them in 
mind. The bit is taken from his “ Autocrat at 
the Breakfast-Table.” 

“When we are yet small children there 
comes up to us a youthful angel, holding in his 
right hand cubes like dice, and in his left hand 
spheres like marbles. The cubes are of stain¬ 
less ivory, and on each is written in letters of 
gold—‘Truth.* The spheres are veined and 
streaked and spotted beneath, with a dark 
crimson flush above, where the light falls on 
them, and in a certain aspect you can make 
out upon every one of them the three letters 
L, I, E. The child to whom they are offered 
very probably clutches at both. The spheres 
are the most convenient things in the world; 
they roll with the least possible impulse just 
where the child would have them. The cubes 
will not roll at all; they have a great talent for 
standing still, and always keep right side up. 
But very soon the young philosopher finds that 
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things which roll so easily are very apt to roll where they are left. Thus he learns — thus we 
into the wrong comer, and to go out of the learn — to drop the streaked and speckled 
way when he most wants them, while he always globes of falsehood, and to hold fast the white 
knows where to find the others, which stay angular blocks of truth.” 
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